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Not Homework 


He came over to Marko's house expecting their usual routine. His backpack slung over his shoulder suggested 
they'd be doing schoolwork but it was a false front, falling away in favour of listening to music and talking 
about what was happening outside of classes. It wouldn't be long until words of inspiration cluttered the 
margins of the notebook he should have been working through. Marko's attempts at homework would be null in 


good time too, finding distraction in their conversation or the music or a magazine. 


Tony barely got his hand up to the door when it opened, Marko's mother standing before him with a phone to 
her ear. She made no effort to say anything to him but gestured in the direction of their neighbour's house. 


Hesitating then setting his bag down on the front step he walked across the grass, soft and wet despite the 
frost that had been on it in the morning. He nearly slipped when he heard noises, faint but distinguishable that 
he could detect different tones and pitches. He would have gone for the front door but the sounds weren't 


muted, they were coming from outside rather than inside. 


He walked around warily, unsure what to expect. Coming up with theories only to discard them he stopped in 
his tracks when he spotted Marko sitting on the ground, legs out stretched and covered by grey, white and 
black rats. He ran over, intending to rescue his friend before he was covered head to foot but he staggered to 


a standstill at hearing the tiny squeaks that came from the rats - no. . . tiny kittens. 


"Is that safe?" Tony asked quietly, crouching down and almost balking at the smile on his friend's face. "Where's 


their mom?" 


"Resting." Marko jiggled his foot in an attempt to not jostle a grey kitten. He did manage to gesture with his 
toes to a long-haired cat lying stretched out in front of a bush that had yet to regain all its leaves. At first 
he thought she was sleeping, not moving at all, but her eyes were narrow slits, watching her babies with 
Marko. "| was supposed to grab a recipe that my mom wanted for dinner but when her friend couldn't find it | 


was left to babysit." 


"Cat sit," Tony corrected, grinning as two kittens bumped heads with each other. It was odd to see Marko so 
relaxed with the cats climbing all over him. He never thought he was a cat person, believing him to be more of 
a dog person. Watching him now it seemed more accurate to call him an animal person; he was comfortable so 


long as he wasn't expected to talk about himself on length. The kittens knew better than to press him. 


"Not for long," Marko assured him, watching the two stumble and drag themselves to their mother. Only three 
remained. One was interested in the shoelaces on Tony's shoe, the other two using Marko like a jungle gym. One 
kitten kneaded at Marko's thigh while the other climbed higher up on his chest, rubbing and squeaking until 
Marko gave a squeak of his own. "What was that for?" 


"She might be hungry." Tony bit his own lip to keep from laughing at Marko's indignant expression, the parts of 
it not hidden by his hand. "That's how they feed, they bite to hold on-" 


"| guess biting sometimes has its purposes." Despite the murmur, mostly spoken to the kitten when she licked 
his chin, a silent apology, Tony heard Marko more clearly than he wanted. Snorting under his breath, it caught 
Marko's attention. It took him a minute to interpret the laugh but it had its effect, making him cringe a bit. 


"Well, some people are bad kissers," he tried to excuse. 


Expression changing from mild humour to surprise Tony twisted his lips. The statement begged a question but 


all he could manage was one word. "What?" 

Marko stared down at the kitten, resolute in not answering. Tony closed his mouth, knowing pushing him any 
further wouldn't get him a response any sooner. He scooped up the kitten attacking his foot in order to move 
and sit beside Marko, both of their backs pressed to the house. The fur under his fingers was unbelievably 


soft, making the wait pleasant: 


At last Marko shifted, his shoulder shrugging against Tony's. "There was a girl who thought | would like it if 


she bit my neck. It wasn't even a gentle one, she really did bite me." 
Tony knew better to swallow back his laugh this time. “That really is a bad kiss." 


"She tried to apologise but. . .| ran away." At Marko's smile Tony felt brave enough to grin, though he turned 


chastised when he elbowed him. "And yet it was better than my first kiss." 
"Really?" Marko's nod had him shuddering. "That's not something worth sharing." 


"It really isn't," Marko agreed, looking down to the kitten who was trying to lie on their shoulders, liking the way 
they were pressed together. 


"At least you've had a first kiss." As soon as the words were out Tony looked down to the kitten purring in his 
hands, now occupied in trying to claim one of the buttons in his shirt as his own. 


Marko's lips weren't soft but he didn't bite either. 


Tony only wished they didn't have quite the audience, including a kitten who squealed as she toppled to the 


grass. It worked to startle them apart, mere seconds before the side door to their right opened. 
"Homework then?" Marko asked, setting the kitten that had been purring in his lap on the ground. 


He knew they wouldn't be up to homework and felt confident that they wouldn't find distraction in conversation 
or music. Standing up Tony pulled Marko onto his feet, reluctantly letting go of his wrist. "Yeah." 


